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In Belgrade, in the spring of 1914, three boys were
being trained by secret and bloodthirsty men.

Gavrilo Princep was a pale, slightly-built youth with
protruding underlip, receding forehead, and deep-set,
burning eyes set in an exceptionally long head. He had
been a failure at school, and when he had sought admission
to a Servian brigand band he had been rejected with
contumely on account of his physique. Hence a complex,
whose outward signs were a beard and an air of bravado.
Nejelko Cabrinovitch was sturdier, less intellectual,
perhaps warmer-hearted. Trifko Grabez was black-eyed
and dark as a gypsy : with his pert, complacent demean-
our he was the most self-possessed of the conspirators.

All three were tainted with tuberculosis and under
twenty years of age. Their heroes were the Servian patriot
of long ago, Obelic, who had assassinated Sultan Mourad
to avenge the defeat of Kossovo on St. Vitus's Day, June
the s8th, 1389, and a certain Bhogdan Zherajitch who
in 1910 had fired at the Governor of Bosnia-Herzegovina,
but missed, and immediately turned the revolver on
himself.

" O Bosnia, orphan before the gods, hast thou no
patriots in thy land to-day ? " sang the gusti players
of Belgrade. Princep and Cabrinovitch had already
answered the question in their minds. They had fre-
quented Zherajitch's grave in Serajevo; had stolen
flowers from other graves to decorate it; had sworn on
his tomb to die as he did, or better. Both knew that
disease had marked them for an early death : their
spes phthisica was the hope of a grand political murder and
martyrdom.

Such promising material was not, of course, neglected
by the Black Hand of Servia. Milan Ciganovitch, who was